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I strayed all witless with my loose hair flying, Bearing that load that women think  their praise.
" And felt my breasts grow heavy with that
women laugh to feel and think it good ; But I went shamefast, hanging down my head, With girdle all too strait to serve my stead, AfSd bore an unguessed burden in my blood.
" There was a winter night he came again And shook the window, till cried out my
pain
Unto him, saying, * Lord, I dare not live ! Lord, I must die of that which thou didst
give ! Pity me, Lord ! * and fell.    The winter rain
" Beat at the casement, burst it, and the wind Filled all the room, and swept me white and
blind
Into the night.    I heard the sound of seas Beleaguer earth, I heard the roaring trees Singing together.    We left them far behind*
" And so he bore me into stormy Thrace, Me and my load, and kissed back to my fece The sweet new blood of youth, and to my limbs